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Bible, but the voice came, as it comes sometimes in
dreams, as though from the end of a long corridor.
He moved so restlessly on his little chair that his
neighbours on either side looked at him. From
where he sat, he could see, beyond the Brytte Monu-
ment, the little door that led up to King Harry's
Tower, and this little door appeared to obsess him
so that his mind would consider nothing else. The
door, the dark stairs, the wall very cold to the touch,
the thin slits of windows; then at a point complete
darkness so that you must be careful lest you knocked
your knees. Then the Whispering Gallery, then up
again until you reached the little room with the gap
against the wall that you must not tumble into. The
door held him like a spell.

He felt that there was perspiration on his fore-
head, and he put up his hand, but there was no
perspiration. His forehead was very cold. His
thighs ached like toothache and his heart was beating
as though he had been running in a race.

' Am I going to be ill?' he thought. ' It's that
stuff I drank in Seatown/

Then, with a great effort, he forced himself to be
still and leaned forward, looking at the multitude of
people in front of him, the patches of colour, faded
blue and red in the old torn flags, the golden angel
over the choir-screen, the dim hazy fluttered light of
the candles above the choir-stalls.

* Now I must attend,' he thought. * I am here to
listen to the music. I have been looking forward to
this for many weeks.*

He looked at the carol-sheet. A chorus of
voices (that still seemed to be removed a great
distance from him) rang out with startling sudden-